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" THE GHOST IN BROCADE.

BY

FERGUS HUME,

Copr” "‘,.'-iié by Pergus Hame)
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! high-heeled shoes, cane and all, had twice
been seen in the pleture-gallery—on each

{ families 'ave their ghosts to see "em into
{ the next world, T believe. Beszides, who
{ could be playin’ this wild trick?”

| “Ah, that's just what we have to find
out.”

| But it was not so eesy to find out. 1
! questioned Mrs, Jackson and Parsons ia
| the most exhaustive manner. They cor-
roborated each other's story with such
| verisimilitude and wealth of detail as 1o
leave no doubt in my mind of their good
faith, [Evidently they had seen a bro-
caded lady in the picture gallery; but, of
course, it could be no such thing as a vis-
itant from the other world. That was
where they went wrong. I was certain it
was some one playing a trick.

! "Oh, you may laugh, sir,’ said Mrs.
| Jackson. She was such a stiff old dame.
“But I do assure you that I saw the ghost
with my own eyes. 1 was coming through
the long gallery from Miss Alliston's
room, and in the moonlight it came on,
clack, clack, clack, in bigh-heeled shoes.

I could hear distinctly the rustle of the |

I dress, and as it swept past me | smeit a
perfume like that of dried rose leaves, it

was Lady Marian sure enough, as 1 saw
from the portrait in the galiery. 1 fainted
'dead away, Mr. Beauchamp, sir; and

| when 1 came to myself it was gone.”

I confess to feeling a trifle uncomforta-
ble at all this,
story.

“1 didn’t faint, sir, not bein’ a woman,”

sald he, “but my flesh was mighty creepy |

past. 1 started at it Hke a
though it was plain enough in
moonlight. 1t vanished all of a
by the painted winder at the end of
| the gallery.”

“What were you doing in the Long Gal-
lery at that hour, Parsons?”

“"Comin’ from master, sir. He'd a bad
cold, and 1 took him up some ‘ot rum and
water,

as it went
stuck pig
Lhe

den

sud-

again, sir, for all the crown jewels. It
was a ghost, sure enough.”
“Oh, was it!” said I, showing plainly by

my tone that 1 did not think it was. “Call

the servants, Parsons”™

In a 7féew minutes all the domestics in
the house were z-sembled, and a very
W -fuced crowd they were. Many of

them would have been frightened away

irom the kall had it not been that the
place was such a good one. [ suppocse,
100, It was a case in which they felt there
Wus comfort in numbers, I harangued
them pretty freely for what 1 termed |
thelr nonsensical fears,

Men and women come to vears of
=ense.” 1 went on, “well-I'm surprised,

How can you believe such rubbish, Some

I find out, so beware all of you.”
course they protested vehemently,
| But that was to be expected. “However,”

1 sald, “you can take this warning from
| me 1 shall watch in the gallery mysell
with a straight-shooting revolver, and
that ghost appears it shall have a taste of
it, 1 am not going to have your master
and mistress and Miss Alliston frightened
by this silly trick.”

Again they all protested. But I sent the
Jlot of them away with more blood in their
cheeks. Then 1 turned upstairs to dress
for dinner.  As 1 did so I noticed a pretr,
timid-looking young woman whose face 1
! did not recegnize. She glanced at me un-
{ easily, and was evidently disturbed.”

“Who are you?" 1 asked, abruptly,
l;‘.uﬁ‘.:.g before her,
| “Jane Riordan, sir,” she replied with a
Curtsey “1 am new here”

“What are you?”’

“Under-housemald, sir. Oh, please, sir,
do you really think there Is & ghost™’

“No, you silly girl. The Gead never re-
turn to this werld.”
“Please, sir, what about the Witch of

Endor and Samuel, sir?”’

“Oh, you are a theologian, 1 see. Well,
vwe won't discuss that apparition You
éu:un just look upeon that as a miracle and
i not be afraid.”
| She shuddered, and
shoulder apprehensively,

“1 am terribly efraid, sir, it's no use my
denying it. I shali ask misiress 1o let me

looked over her

for gensral flight. Yeu'll stay here like
A senaible zirl, until all this mystery Is
cleared up.”

“Oh, sir, but will it be clearsd up?

“Of course it will, and by a very sub-
stantial leaden bullet, too. Now get on
with your work and don't be a fool.”

I saw that there was only one way to
deal with the thing. so that [ spoke more
brusquely to the girl than I would have
otherwise done. Besides, she Irritated
e, she seemed so absolutely terrified
With fear. She wizs calculated to infeet
the rést of them, though they seemed
Lad enough s it was. [ went off to dress
In no very good humeor.

Then Parsons took up the |

I wouldn't go to that there gatlery

you Is playing a trick; and who it !

&9 |
“You will ask nothing of the kind ™
sald 1 in my mest perémptory manner

“Your golng would only be the ﬂw‘ll;c thing, Mr. Brag. I 1

years as 'ousekeeper and cook. I ean't
say as I liked "er over much, she was s'v
and deceitful; but I don't think she had
anything to do with Craik's stealing the
jewels. He was bad enough to do that by
himself. When he died in gaol Liza wrote
to me, and 1 sent her money to bring up
Jane. Then Jane married a bad husband,
who left 'er, and when Liza died she came
‘ere and asked me to ’elp "er for ‘er moth-
er's sake. So I made 'er under-'ousemaid.
T think she's a fool, Geoffrey, but honest
enough.”

“She appeared to be nervous, however.”

“And n0 wonder, with this 'orrid ghost."”
cried Mrs. Brag, looking round. ‘I tell
| you what, J., if you don't gét the parson
to exorcise that thing, I'll leave ihe "ouse,
that I wii.”

“Steady old lady, we must see what
Geoffrey can do first. He's watching in
the Long Gallery to-night.”

“Oh, Geoffrey, the ghost'l]l 'ave you for
sure.”

“The ghost will have a dose of lead,
Mrs. Brag. If you hear a shot, don't be
alarmed.”

“But you can’t shoot ghosts, Geoffrev,
they're shadows, my dear. You can lée
through "em.”
| "I daresav. T never saw one myself.
Jut this ghost is pretty substantial, T'll
be bound. But tell me, Mrs. Brag, was
anything every found out about the Jew-
1} ,.]_

No!" said Helen, before the old lady
could answer. “I remember my father
carched everywhere for them, and of-
fered a big reward. He saw Craik, too:
but he refused to say what he had done

with them, and Mrs. Craik protested she
Knew nothing about it. They have been
lost for years now."”

“H'm! I wonder if Jane Riordan knows
anything about them.”

“That she don’t,” said Mrs. Brag, with
energy. “Liza was an honest woman, 1
know; and the gal seems straight enough.
If they'd ’'ad the jewels they wouldn't
‘ave lived in poverty so.”

“Still, Craik might have told his wife
where he concealed them.”

“No, Geoffrey, dear. She’d ’ave come
to my lady or Sir Ralph about them, and
got paid for bringing 'em back. If she
knew anything she’d "ave told for "er own
sake; for she was as poor as poor, Jane
told me the most "arrowing tales of 'ard-
ship.”

“T'll question Jane myself,” said I, after
some thought. “If these jewels could be
recovered they "would suit Helen very
well.™

Helen laughed and Mrs. Brag beamed.

“If it's jewels she wants 1 will give ‘er
'eaps. Won't 1, J.7

“She’s only to ask and to 'ave,” said Mr.
Prag; “but 1 wish 1 saw you more resy
and 'ealthy, my dear.”

“U'm afraid this ghost is upsetiing my
nerves terribly,” said Helen: “do what I
will T can’t help thinking about it

“Oh, J., ean't we 'ave some 'oly water
and get it away?”’ implored Mrs. Brag

“Oly water, no. I won't have no popery
here, Sarah. S.8.5 shall never go to|
fatten the priests if Tcan ’elp jt. ¥m |
surprised at you, I am. ™ l

“She is overwrought, Mr. Brag.'* said |
Helen, rising. “Indeed, 1 think we all
are, with this horrid Lady Marian about.
Come along to bed, Mrs. Brag. I'll come
up with you.”

“You'll have to stay with me all ight,
my dear.” whimpered the old lady, “for
I don't know as Geoffrey firin’ off pistols
won't be as bad as the ghost. Are you
going 1o stay up, too, J.7

“There no necessity.” ¥ interposed.
| “1 can watch quite well alone. When
|

is

Mr. Brag hears a shot he can come to me
if he likes.”

“Oh, T'll come fast enough,” said the
old man, sturdlly; ““tain’t flesh and blood
I'm scared of, though I own I don't fike
the other thing. However. if the blessed
| thing belongs to this world or the pext |
it's quite certain we've got 10 put g stop
to it's goin's ‘ere. If you don't catch
| 1t, Geoffrey, we'll shut up the house and
go sbroad. I'm getting quite skeery my-
| self, and 1 ain't got over much nerve to
speak of "

“Well, let me try my hend a

t t exorciging
CANl manege

—

it we'll do what vou say. Helen will die
if this sort of thing goes on.”

“Lord, you dor't think it's come for
er? i
“No, I don't. It is some trick, I teil
you. Lesave me 1o fird It out.”

Mr. Brag shook his head doubtfuily and
retired to bed in his turn. Left alone, 1
started on an exploration of the house
with a lamp in one hand and a revolver
in the other. I examined alli the doors
end windows, and found them securely
bolted and barred. 1 looked into what
rooms I could, from cellar to attie, and
found them empty. It was quite clear
beyond the inmates of the house
there was no one, Then I made for the
happy hunting ground of the ghosi.

It had lately been snowing, but now the
night was frosty and clear. A brizht
moon dispelled the darkness, and the
white world without was as clear as day.

The Long Gallery stretched the whole
length of the west wing. On one side a
row of tell windows admitted a good ligh}
on to the pletures on the opposite wall
There was a .air collection of these, but
the Allistons had never been sumiciently
artistic in their tastes or sufficiently acute
in their judgment to acquire master-
pleces,

I'he portraiis of Helen's ancestors were
of most interest to me. There wag a long

hat

series of them, dating from the Tudor
time and representing some of tihe best
work of the masters. These were let

into the oak paneling with their gilded
framass, and could not be detached from
the wall. At the farther end of the gal-
lery was an ornate window of stained
glase, and through this the moonlight fell,
now weaving colcred arabesques on the
floor and portraits. Here I paused before
the picture of Lady Marian Alliston.

She must have been a supremely beau-
tiful woman, this Jacobite conspirator,
with the high spirit and strong will. Here
she was portrayved as tall and stately of
figure, A proud expression was on her
almost swarthy face, and in the slender-
est of white hands she gripped a walk-
cane. In a dress of rich brocade, with

n
jewels on neck and arms, red-heeled
shoes, and the towering head-dress of

the period, she looked every inch a queen,
and in her day must surely have moved
and ruled as one. I could imagine those
imperious brows frowning at the mention
of the elector! 1 could fancy those firm
lips speaking the curse on her too hust.y
hushand. There was something about this
fair dead woman which reminded me of
Beatrix Esmord; filled with the joy of
jife and born to dominate by the yower
of beauty and intelleet. Yet she failed
as Thad )‘(vlu}".« heroine failed; but died
more nobly, in the prime of loveliness
withour withering out into sad old age.
Had Sir Walter's rapier not struck
through the proud heart she might have
been a Sarah Jennirgs. As it was she
was thwarted by fate; and it was her
cad destiny to appear as a bird of ill-
cmen to those who sat in her seat of
pride. Yet 1 could imagine her -\-rm'h
when alive at the idea that her fair
phantom would descend to cearing an oid
cook and her plebian husband. How iron-
ical a fate!

But all this preamble leads to nothingz.
Although I watched in the gallery until
dawn I saw no ghost. It was bitterly
cold: and the vigil was uncomfortable and
in vain. Lady Mariar did rot appear. I
aid not even hear the rustle of her skirts,
muech lees set eves on her face; and when
I descended to breakfast, after an hour
or so of sleep, it was to laugh at the
superstitions of my friends

“It is as I thought,” said 1. “Parsons
and Mrs. Jackson both dreamed they
saw the phantom. Lady Marlan is too

wise to revisit the scene of her death.”
“Ah, but she don't appear every night.”

protested Mrs. Brag, wisely. “You ‘_~"ah.

Goeffrey. She'll freeze yon blocd vet.
“Not while she knows that an armed

watcher has his eye on her, Mrs. Brag.”
“You still believe it 1s a trick, Goef-

frey "

“If Lady Marian's phantom is not mere-

Iy the creation of Parson's and Mrs,
Jackson's dreams, I still believe it is a
trick.”

But trick or no trick, all my vigils were
in vain. Night after night for quite two
weeks T watched in that Infernal gallery
for the ghost which never came. Yet, not-
withstanding my disappointment I conld
not rid myself of the feeling that thera
was some mystery about the apparition.
It was possible that my public annource-
ment to shoot the so-called ghost had
scared the persen, who, I truly believed,
represented it. With this idea I went on
a new tack, and once more assembled the
household. -

“I have watched for fourteen nights,
more or less,” I said, “and no ghost has
come to scare me. Therefore, I believe
Mr. Parsonz and Mrs, Jackson have been
deceived in thinking they saw one. There
is no phantom here, so you can all set
vour minds at rest. For my part,” and
this was the most important point of my
speech, “I intend to watch no more. If
Lady Marian comes again she must go
without an audience. Now all of you 2o
away, and let me have no more of this
rubbish.”

Butler and housekeeper were both in-
dignant at my aspersions, but they knew
better than to protest openiy, and went
away With the rest of the servants to
grumble in secret. An air of calm pervad-
ed the tale, and Mrs. Brag began to pluck
up courage. Also Helen, to prove what
was undermining her health, became
more cheerful and less hysterical. My com-
mon sense had exorcised the ghost so far,
but it had not solved the mystery. Deter-
mined to fathom this I still continued to
watch in the gallery. But no one knew of
my vigils, not even Helen, so if the
tricketer came, he or she, whatsoever it
might be, would find me waiting.

For two or three nights the gallery was
empty as the palm of my hand. But on
the fourth night my chance came, and
with it the ghost.

It was about midnight, and the moon
shining through the clear gliss of the side
windows and reflecting her light from an
expanse of srow made the gallery almost
as brilliant as day. I was hidden behind
a curtain midway along the gallery, and
half drowsily was looking out into the
maze of shadow and silver radiance. Sud-
denly in :he absolute stillness I heard a
faint sound. It was a tapping of heels,
the rustle of silk skirts, and in a moment
under tae ‘painted window 1 saw the ghost.
It appeared from nowhere, and I must
confess it startled me very considerably.

It was Lady Marian sure enough. 1
s sufficenily close to it to see that.
There she stcod, with the tall head-dress
and cane, and rich brocaded gown, exactly
as she was represented in her portrait., I
caught just a glimpse of her face, but it
was not sufficient for me to say with cer-
tainty whether it was identical with that
in the picture. But the figure was cer-
tainly the same. 1 sat quite still and
watched, and waited, cne finger ready on
the trigger of my revolver.

with the clacking sound deseribed by
AMrs. Jackson, it came down the gallery.
The stick tapped, and long traia
rustled, and the moonlight played upon
the rich hues of the brocade. It did not
come near me, but kept close by the
range of the family pictures, fingering the
frames and passing its white hand over
the surface. At times it stopped, and with
tent head scrutinized more closely the
taces of the portraits. Then it began o
glide back more swiftly than it had come.
1 rose, perhaps too incautiously, and I
must have made some noise, for before
1 could raise my revolver 1o take aim the
ghost started retreated rapidly toward
the paiated w w, and vanished.

Yes, before very eves it vanished, 1
hurried to the spot where I had last seen
it, but not a trace of anyihing could {
find. Unless it had dropped through the
floor or had passed through a solid wall,
i1 could not see, for the life of me, how it
had got away. Could it be a true phan-
tom after all? No, my reason wouldn't al-
low such a supposition. Bevond doubt it
was flesh and blood—some member of the
household got up 0 resemble . Lady
Marian. 1 was more than ever perplexed.

I related everything to Mr. Brag next
morning. but he kept my story carefully
from his wife and Helen. They were re-
covering their spirits somewhat, and it
would not do to damp them again hy
saying that 1 had seen the thing mysels
Mr. Brag, indced. was considerably agi.
taied at this seeming confirmation of the

the

apparition, and it was as much as ever
I eould do to talk him out of the convic-
tion_ that spiritual It was

“But what on earth can it be, man?" he
said.

“Well,” I replied, “T have some sort of
ldea, but at present 1 won't state it lest
1 should prove to be wrong. [ propose
that you watch with me to-night, Mr.
Brag, and together we'll sce If we can't
urnmask the ghost™

“But do you think it will come again to-
night?”

“l can't say. Perhaps not. It may be
that the trickster, whoever it may be
has had a fright and will delay further
operations for awhile. It is some one in
the house, 1 am convinced of that. When
I ennounced that I would watch, nothing
was seen of it. But directly 1 said 1
would give up watching, Lady Marian ap-
pears. What we must do is to waich
regularly Mr. Brag, even should it net
appear for @ week or more.”

It turned out that I was right. Night
after night we concealed ourselves bekind
the curtain, I with my revolver, Brag
with a large dinner-bell, with which he
intended alarming the house when Lady
Marian was captured. This went on for
no l#s3 than ten nights.

Then I took Mrs
Brag and Helen into confidence, and ar-
ranged a pretended departure from the
house. 1 went off to London with great
fuss and ceremony. But 1 got out of the
train at the first station and returned to
the hall by road secretly. And e |
¢'clock that night Brag and I were in our
hiding-places once more, And it was
Christmas eve, the very time when
ghosts should be abroad, according to
legend.

“Now,” I whispered, “the ghost is off
its guard; take my word for it he or she,
whichever it is, will come.” Brag said
rnothing, but gripped viciously at the han-
dle of his dinner bell

It feil out as I had anticipated. Shortly
after midnight Lady Marian reappeared
in the same guise as before, I could hear
Brag's teeth chattering as he saw the ap-
parition. The mooniight was as strong as
it had been oa the previous occasion, and
Lady Marian, clacking and tapping as be-
fore, moved through it in precisely the
same She glided along by the pic-
tures and finger the frames. Suddenly
we heard her give a joyous exclamation,
and there was a sliding sound as of some-
thing pushed back. A portrait vanished,
and a black cavity was seen in its place.

Now was the time. I jumped up, and
poising my revolver fired as truly as 1
could, and at the same moment Brag's
bell clanged out vigorously. There was a
shriek and a hurried scamper. Then as
before the ghost of Lady Marian vanished
before we could reach the spot.

“Where the deuce has she gone?”" cried
Brag. who was still ringing his bell hard.

“Through a sliding panel,” 1 replied,
guessing the méans of exit was through
the cavity,

As 1 lighted the lamp there was more
ncise and pattering of feet, and the half-
dressed servants in all stages of deshabille

at

tand alarm came crowding into the gal-

lery. Some carried lights, others pokers
and sticks, but one and all were as fright-
ened as they well could be.

And no wonder; for the clamor of
Brag's bell was enough to wake the dead.
Then came Helen and Mrs. Brag fully
dressed, for they both had waited up to
witness the success of my scheme.

And it was a success—greater than 1
had dared to dream. As 1 said, a picture
—that of Lady Marian—had vanished: that
is, it had slid back into the wall, leaving a
cavity whith we proceeded to examine.
Therein we found an iron box fast locked,
But Brag soon had it torn open, to find
that it contained velvet-lined drawers and
trays all heaped with the most splendid
jewelry. Gold, diamonds, rubies, emer-
alds—the mass glitiered like a rainbow.

“See, Helen, your mother's long lost
jewels. 8o this is what the ghost of Lady
Marian came for.”

.".\l_v gracious!” cried Mrs. Brag, drop-
ping on her knees. “Look, my dear, all
my Lady’s jewels! Youll wear them at
your wedding after all.”

But Helen did not look at them. She
Just stared at me, nervous and shaking.

“Geoffrey, who is the ghost 7

“Cannot you guess? Jane Riordan.”

“Impossible! Isn’t she here”*

“No, miss,"” said Farsons, glancing round
at the servants, “she ain't with us."

“Oh, Geoffrey, I Lope you haven't shot
her.”

“Serve 'er right 1if ‘e ’as" cried Brag.
“But don't ery, my pretty, she went
through another sliding panel. Come
Geoffrey, let us look.” j

“The spring is in the frame, Mr. Brag
I am sure of that 2

Instantly a dozen hands were busy with
the frames, and we soon came ll‘pun a
spring in that of a picture at the far end
of the galleryv. It opened noiselessly, and
1 stepped into the open space, followed by
Brag bearing the lamp. We proceeded
along a narrow passage, ascended a flight
of stone steps, and finally emerged
through another sliding panel into t
back part of the house. On our way we
picked up the tall cane, the gray wig: and
head dress and the brocade skirt.

*She stripped herself to get awa caid
Brag, nodding. “Let gs £0 to her room.
She has one to hercelf you Know, Asked
my old women (o give her one as a Spe-
cial favor; and for Eliza Craik’'s sake she
got it.”

The room was reached and we found it
empty, with the 'ast remnants of the dis-
guise on the floor. On going to the back
door we discovered that it was open, and
through it Jane Riordar had vanished into
the night never to return.

So it was that I exorcised the ghost of
Lady Marian. On Christmas Day
breakfast we dis ussed thoroughly the
SUrring events of the night. Mrs, Brag
was filled with anger at the way in which
Jane Riordan had tricked her.

“I wonder how she Kknew about my
lady's jewels,” she suid.

“Oh, there's no difficulty in guessing
that,” I replied. “The father must have
toid his wife where he had hidden them.
I daresay he intended to fetch them him-
self when he came out of gaol. But he
died before his sentence expired. How-
ever, he let his wife know, and she of
course, told Jane, who came here and
tried to get them by masquerading as
Lady Marian's ghost.”

“And Eliza must have told her that
story, Geoffrey. We often talked of the
ghost. Oh, waat a wicked woman'

“But 1 wonder why Mrs. Craik, beifig
poor, did not try to get the jewels for her-
self. Bhe would hardly wait twenty yeaps
before doing so.”

It was Helen who sald this, and I who
replied.

“Wel, I expect Mrs. Craik was either
afraid'or did not learn from her husbang
behind which picture the jewels were hid-
den. I expect her reason was the last;
for Jane, s I told you, went up and Gown
the wall fingering the frames in order to
find the right ore. That was why she ap-
peared so often in the gallery. Had she
known the trve hiding place, one appear
ance and visit would have done. |
now that she feigned fear to me in order
to ward off suspicion. Frem her looks |
never thought she would be 2o clever,”

“Ah, my.dear,” said Mrs. Brag, “she
married a scamp, and, 1 dare say, after
hearing the story from ‘Liza’ he put her
up to the trick.”

“pr!:,. trought the dress with her, I sup-

tne

at

“She must have; and it was to carry on
her wicked pranks that she made such a
point of having a separate room.”

“1 wonder how she knew of the gecret
passage,” sald Brag.

“Liza again,’” cried his wife. “She was
years here before I came, and so was

Craik. I dare say they found the gecret !
passage together and made use of it when |

they stole the jewels, And now I come to
think of it, my dears, it was an actor Jane
Riordan married. Oh, I'm weil quit of her,

I am.”

“Yes, thank goodness, she's gone,” said
Brag. ‘We don’t want no row about the
thing. We've got the jewels. and Helen
shall wear them on her wedding day.

“And, what's more, we've got rid of the
ghost,” said I amiling. “1 don’t think you
can ever believe in ghosts again after this,
eh, Mrs. Brag”’

“No, Geoffrey, 1 can't. 1 dare say the
ghom of Lady Marian that I saw myself
was either Cralk or his wife dressed up.
No, I'll never believe in ghosts again”
Nor did she,

So this was our Christmas ghost, which
was no ghost. But, true or false, it was a
wr;l seasonable apparition, and brought
to Helen the Christmas gift of hér motl-
er’s jewels. Bhe wore them at her wed-
ding with me shortly afterward; for pext
Christmas there was no Miss Alliston, but
a pretty Mrs., Beauchamp. Nor was there
any ghost. Lady Marian, In the person of
Jane Riordan, had fulfilled her mission,
and we never saw her again.

THE &NB.

|
|

NEW ANTI-SEMITE CRY

A Jew in Austria Charged
with Ritual Murder.

RELIC OF BIGOTRY OF DARK AGES

Allegation that He Murdered a Christian
Girl Because Her Bloed Was Wanted for
a Passover Sacrifice- This Is the Wild
Accusation Against Which Jews All Over
the Werld Protest — The Story of the
Murder aud Subsequent Trial.

From the Chicago Inter Deean.

Anti-Semitism has taken a new turn in
Austria. Recently a Jew named Huisner,
who apparently was not in good standing
in the synagogue, was convicted of mur-
dering a young Czech girl in'Polna, a Bo-
hemian village. The evidence agaiast him
would not be considered strong in is
country. As a matter of fac:, .he testi-
mony adduced did not in any particaiar
point to him directly as tha murderer,
The trial, however, was a complicated af-
fair, and an and-femitic ring was formed
16 prove ritual murder. In other words,
the Jew-haters formed
the sole purpose of vroving to the court
that Hulsner had killed the girl in order
to offer a rcliglous sacrifice with human
blood. The tactics of the prosecution,
who, without saying so in so many words,
adopted the ritual-murder theory, DOSSess-
ed a devilish cleverness, At no time did
they charge ritual murder directly, but
all through the trial insinuated by veiled
word that such was the crime. The de-
cision whick condemned Hulsner left a
mysterious obscurity to envelop the act
which it punished. The ritual crime was
never plainly aifirmed, but the judges
knew how to make that understood which
they did not venture to say aloud.

The ritusl murder ery was taken up by
the anti-Semites of Vienna, where now it
seems to be (he general belisf among
Christians that Hulsner killed the girl as
a religious sacrifice. The Jews, of course,
deny this with great vigor, and they defy
the anti-Semites to point to any religious
law or custom of their race which v ould
tolerate such a hideous ouirage. They
point to the fact that, even if such a
crime were possible, none but a religious
fanatic could be guilty of it. Huisner,
they say, strove to be baptized to fast on
Yom Kippur. This, they say, is pretty
conclusive evidence that the accused man
is far from being a religious fanatic.

Scoffs at Theory.,

“It ought not to be necessary for the
Jews in these closing vears of the nine-
teenth century to refute such a ridiculous
charge as that of ritual murder,” said
Frof. Gottheil, of Columbia University.
“What thinking man ecan for a moment
believe that the Jews would murder Chris-
tians to use the blood in the celebration
of their Passover rites? Popes, bishops,
secular princes, theoioglans, and scien-
tists from the twelfth century down have
emphatically declared that all charges of
that kind were utterly un®unded. And
vet that vilest of all religious calumnies
has been revived this year in the ecivil-
ized country of Austria, the land which
vies with France in importance as an
anti-Semitic stronghold.

“A very ordinary murder has given the
enemies of the Jews the chance that they
were looking for.
ly agitated over wuat many
call a new Dreyfus affair,
murder has only this in common with
France's cause celelge, that in both cases
tile anti-Semites have used the alleged
erime of an individual to egg the masses
on to the destruction of the whole race.
But not even in their wildest moments
have the French ant-Semites thought of
going further than to charge the victim
of their rage with a mercenary betrayal
of his native country, while their Aus-
trian brethren have had the hardihood to
revive a charge that the intelligent men
of the so-called dark ages considered pre-
posterous,

“The story of the crime used as a basis
for the present agitation in Austria is
very simple. A young Czech girli named
Agres Hruza was found murdered on
March 20 in a wood near the little Bo-
hemian town of Polna, where she had her
home. The suspicions of the authorities
were at once directed toward one Leopall
Hulsner, a'poor and ignorant Jew, who
was in love with a Chrisitan girl, and
who had taken steps to renounce his own
religion In order to be able to marry her,
There seemed to be no evidence to con-
nect him with the erime, much less to
m<%e the erime a religious one,

The murder had taken place about the
time for the celebration of the Jewish
Passover. and that was enough.

choose to

affair at once and presented it in all seri-
ousness to their readers as a clear es
of ritval erime. Their colleagyes about
the whole country echoed the éry, until

the Jews were compelled to defend them-

selves,
Blood Neot Prescribed in Ritanl.

“AV the rabbis of Vienna joined in a
written statement, declaring that never
ha« the Jewish religion required or ecoun-
teranced such a crime. Protest meetings
were held everywhere, and at one of
these Dr. Gudemann, chief rabbl of
Vienna, took a solemn public oath that
there was not one and had never been
any foundation for the charge that the
uge of human blood was prescribed in
the Jewlsh ritual. In defending his own
faith, he referred to some of the crimes
committed by Christians in the name of
rehigion. Capltal was made of the anti-
Semites, and, according to the latest news
I have recelved, two of their leaders have
cited Dr. Gudemann to answer in court
to the charge of having insulted another
religious society,

“The trial of Hulsner did not take place
until September 11, 1t lasted for five days.

Several leading anti-Semites were pres- |

ent,

once

Neither they nor the public used
the well-known expression ‘ritual
crime,” and yet that wes constantly hint-
ed at during the trial. The result was
that the court found Hulener guilty and
sentenced him to death by hanging.

“A few days later the authorities of
Kuttenberg, where the trial was held, re-
ported that Hulsner had confessed that
two other Jews, Josua Eberman, of Tre-
bitseh, and S
di nikan, had committed the murder
while he kept guard. My latest informa-
tion is that the accused men were arrested,
and that cach proved an alibi; that Huls-
ner on his first reappearance in open
court sald that torture had been employed
to force him into a confession, and, finally,
that the mother and brother of the dead
girl have Dbeen arrested, charged with

having murdered her to save the brother |

the necessity of paying her portion of
their common paternal inheritance
“The cazse against Hulsner has been ap-

peaied and is now pending In the higher |

courtz. The Jews of Austria are naturally
anxious 10 see the man’s innocence proved,
that being the best refutation of ail
charges, but they have all along left the
question of gullt or criminality to be de-
ci‘ded by the court, protesting only against
the efforis to make the Jewish religion
responsible for the crime.”

Gallant Little Midshipmite,
From the New York Press
Among other Improvements in the art

of war, as aitained by the world In these |

later years, is the abolition of the prac-
tice of sending children to sea, as was
the case when the midshipmen of the
old “oak walls” of England aften were
boys of less than fourteen years.
The Marquis of Dufferin and Ava,
telling about

in
the slege of Bomarsund,

| in the Cr'mean war, which he witnessed

from the frigate Penclope, tells this story
of one of these little fellows: “What

pleased meé most during the whole busi- |
ness,” he says, “was the gallant behavior |

of a little midshipman, a mere child, thir-
teen or fourteen years of age. About the

time when the fire became pretty hot,
I happened to come across him, and,
as he seemed to be as much out of 3

Job as myself, I touched my cap, and
ook the liberty of observing that it was
a fine day, to which he politely replied
that it was. Encouraged by his urbanity,
! ventured to ask him how long he had
been at sea, to which he answered,

| have only left my mamma six weeks,
y's |
a remark which I th nk’u'

vut I ain't golog to cry on her ma
quarterdeck,

worth recording as many a one made
by more lllustrious heroes. Soon after
this, however. a man was killed eciose
to him, and the litle fellow fainied and
was taken below.”

a conspiracy fo® however, is easily distinguishable.

Austria is to-day wild- |

The Polna !

The |
emitic papers of Vienna took up the |

sfomon Waseerman, of Win-!

HOW TO SPOT A LIAR.
Detecrives Do It by the Little Tricks of Mis

les.
From the New York Press

It is little realized in how many things
eéyes betray their owner, Many people
without at all profescing to he physiogno-
mists frequently are led to form opinions
about their neighbors by purely physiog-
nomical slgns. Wa often hear a man say,
“That man Jones is the biggest ool in
town. He has the most foollsh, expres-
sionless, bovine pair of eyes I've ewr
seen.” Young parents, in particular, are
fond of planning bright futures for their
children, basing their judgment entirely
“on & most wonderfully intelligent look in
our baby Joe's eyes” The proud mother
will 2dd: “I am svre he'll some day
great poet.” Men, more sensibly, will be
led in their dusin-ss dealings by opinions
formed in just this way. Few, indeed,
will be found !fexperlenced enough Lo ré-
pose any confidence in a man having 3
pair of round, shifting eyes, closely set to-
gether In the head and usually accompa-
nied by a pair of narrow, sloping shoul.
ders. This is the makeup of a typical
sneak thief. But a man not knowing this
will still say, "I don’t like bis looks.  He
looks too slippery for me.” When the av-
erage man, however, having some sacret
conviction that he is a born physiogne-
mist, tries to form positve judgments
about people by mera indiviGual signs, he
is likely to err sadly. Many a naturally
gifted orator has been pronounced by
such 2 judge as & man given over to Jis-
sipation because his full, prominent, sau-
cer-like eye bears some resemblance to an
eve full by dissipation. The latter c‘.\r.‘“.
Phy-
|sicul pleasure has a tendency to draw up

the lower eyelid as though to half close
| the eye. It =oon becomes thicker, fleshier
| and remains Kresscd up against the eye
{ like a soft cushion, giving this appearance
of fullness to the eye, the sign for fluency
and great command of language

Undoubtedly much is told about us by
our eyes. Dogs and children have been
called natural physiognomists. A dog
| sometimes will refuse any caresses or tid-

bits from some stranger, and slink off,

but will run up to another man equally as
| strange to him, wagging his tall and hegin
| to lick his hand. Children also know weil
iwho will grant their request, and who
| will refuse grufily., A seven-year-old boy
who went up to a stranger to ask him to
do something, when asked why he went

to that man when his uncle was by, an-
swered: “Well, because the man had ‘yes'

written in his eyes.”

Many professions apply some trait or
other of the human eye to their own
particuiar use. Surgeons and dentists,
in'mamherlrx that some of the most deli-
| cate nerves of the human body are in the

eye, when giving anesthetics, judge by
his eve when the patient is sufficiently
{ under the influence of the drug. They lift
{ the upper eyelid and feel the eveball with
thelr finger. When the eyeball no longer
answers to the touch of the finger the
i surgeon feels assured that the patient s
{ sufficiently oblivious to the influence of
Il,h" outer world for him to begin opera-

tions. So, likewise, many forms of pol-
isnnmg can be told by the condition in
lwhivh the eye is found. Habitual use of

drugs, like laudanum, opium, &c., have a
| marked effect on the eye, and the unnat-
| urally distended pupil of vietims to the
[innuqu-n of such drugs easily “gives them

away.
! But the most interesting of the eye's
| “give aways” is ils use as an effective
| detector of double dealing. A private de-
| tectlve, in a discussion as to how far the
eye can be depended upon to detect false-
hood, says:

“It is sometimes pretty hard to tell
from the manner of a smart, fluent talk
er whether he is telling the truth or not
Of course, in the case of an unskillful,
amatear lar, the thing is simple, Even
the average man, who usually is a pretty
poor observer, can determine for himself

be a

i

| whether the man lies, for the would-be
prevaricator usually takes good care to
| betray himself, He involuntarily seeks

to avoid meeting the eves of his intended
victim by averting his face and shifting
his eyes. He no more ean refrain from
acting in this suspicious manner than ean
a man look straight at some bright light
after staying In a dark room for some
time. The actiony of both in aveiding ta
look at a thing teo strong for the delicate
. nerves of the eye is instinctive and in
voluntary. But the liar, by sufficient
practice, can acquire enougn self-control

to refrain from showing these telltule
signs, To detect falzehood in cases of
this kind we employ a dellcate test,

which, in the hands of a clever man, is
infallible. We call it the ‘eye test.” The
sharp detective puts a sudden, direct
question to the crook, which admits of
no equivecal reply, and which goes to
| the root of the matter. As the man tries
to answer the detective steadily looks
into the pupils of his eyes and carefully
observes any changes or movements of
the iris. Should the man lie in answer-
ing it will be shown by the muscular
twitching of the eyve, as if trying to make
the aperture of the eye smaller. This is
the same movement as results in trying
1o avoid too strong a light. The eye
thus seems to be equally susceptible to
beams of truth and beams of light.”

POLICEMAN DID NOT DRINK.

Tried to Save n Drowning Man, but Leost
His Own Life,
From the Chicago Chronicle,

Once there was a west gide nolice officer
who didn't dr That is, he didn't drink
intoxicating lquors or water. For break-
fast he drank coffee; at nooniime he
drark a «s of milk, furniched by the
| good re rant man en the corner; when
| evening ivd come he went home and took
i tnree cups of tea with hiz wife and his
| Bupper.
| The name of this excelient officer was
| Best, and he was very highly

| William
gpoken of in the communi'y in which Le
lived. Stili he was only an 5.32 man and
it was hinted that Inspector Shea pos-
sessed private doubts about Willlam's
ever wearing chevrons unless he charged

|
| his funny habits.

| Officer Best's post of duty was at the
| Madison street bridge. He was a brave

man and ofter had stopped a street car
{ upon the very brink of the river
1 One November evening just as he was
waiting to be relleved the oridge was
swung and Willlam stood on guard at
the edge of the street, having put up the
chaln, with his club upraised in warning
A man who staggered sorely approa "hed
the river from the wesi. At that time of
day almost every one is going toward the
west, and this foolish-minded person was
! alone on his side of the river, alone with
Officer William Best, who knew on which
=ide of the stream nis bread was buttered
| and picked out the easy one

The man who staggered sorely did not
appear to see the chain, but lurched up
against it tempestuously, llke an Anchor
liner on the crown of & tunn<l. He 1]
acrosg the chain and hung thers, dang-
ling amidships, as does a sack of wheat
slurg over the back of a pouy golb g te
the country mill

The shouts of Willlam Best
seem to help the man to regam b
ance. S0 the good oMicer, who was §

wroth that the man was drunk-n sprang
forward with his club and gave him a
“hot fool” on the soles of bolh uplifted

| shoes, to disclose to him his Indiscretion
i This blow seemed to pain the stranger
l\»rv much, He gave a loud yell, threw
[ both legs Into the air and pitched head-
{ foremost into the sullen river, which
crawled below.

Patrolman Best was filled with horror
After all he was & man of good impulses,
although a policeman by professior
| Throwing down kis baton he sprang, ac
cuutered as he was, into the river, (0o
| give the vietim of his rashness,

This was noble, and those who saw Lhe
tact, even the bridgetender. shoursd ap-
plause. The latler got out a rop* and an-
other man called loudly for a boat

But, alas, for fate often Iz unfair, the
man who had staggered sorely happe wd
to be a teacoer In & natatortum and ux
soon as he struck the water he became
sober and swam around lelsurely
help came. Asx for poor Willlam Hewst
had been born near Robey aad West
' Twelfth streets and never had Leen over
his eurs in water In his whole Nl
| When the grappling hooks fonnd tim he
had been at the pottom of the river for
four hours and he was dead
Moral—=There {5 no morai to this story,
because In s very esssnce It i< Immoral
and not calculated for general circulation
among youth,

unrtil

he

! A Vietim of the New Order,
From the Cleveland Plain Desler

“No, sir, there 12 no hope for it! This
| once great nation of ours !s on i1y ever-
! Jasting way to the eternal dogs'
| “You speak warmly. Are you a membep
' of the Massachusetls Reform Club*’
| *“No, I'm the husoand of a female posts
office clerk.™

Betorve Christmus.

Prom the Chicage Meeord

“say, ma'"
| “"What, Freddy ™

“If 1 wuz as good as this all th time I'd
&It sick an’ die, wouldnt IT™




